MEMOIRS OF  MADAME JUNOT
mings, had so covered the Marshal's blue velvet coat white satin breeches with gold lace, that between the display of bad taste upon his ignoble figure, and the sant-like precision of his hair-dressing, with his tnous powdered and pomatumed queue, the vulgarity LS appearance and manners contrasted so oddly with mifest intention to be elegant that Junot could not am a laugh.
Fhat are you laughing at?* said Augereau, with an >f astonishment; for he thought nothing could be :r imagined than his dress, though he found some 5 finery very inconvenient, and wore his fine clothes
very much the air of a peasant in his Sunday suit, aot replied that he could not help laughing to see so :h a Republican attired so magnificently, .nd why not ?y> said Augereau; (< other times, other xers, as the proverb says. We must do at Court as courtiers do; besides, when one has one's own pur-j to serve, attending the Court is no such bad game,
all.* Then he pulled down his ruffles, set himself military attitude, and stuck out his right foot with ir of proud satisfaction, as if he had been at the
of a brigade of infantry. He cast an eye of self->lacency upon his ill-shaped leg and its silk stocking
embroidered clocks, his white satin breeches and laced garters; making, evidently, a favorable corn-on of all this finery with the simplicity of Junot's >rm frock, as Colonel-General, of sky blue with scar-acings embroidered with gold. But his sleepy fit :ame his vanity. His wife was still waltzing, I be-, but am not sure, with M. de Saint Aldegonde. I of waiting, he cried out to la Mar&hale, with the i of a Stentor: <c Come here! * then putting or rather fling her shawl over her shoulders, and pushing her re him, he called out: * Forward, march!}> s frequently visited the Empress in the course of this er in which the Emperor was braving the frosts of ad. She suffered much uneasiness, and was very de-LS that Junot should more openly pronounce in favor rince Eugbne. She told him so one day in so undis-^d a manner that on his return from the Tuileries >t could not forbear communicating his feelings tollishments wholly to the taste of his tailor, and the cross-legged artist, desiring nothing better than full latitude for hiskin when Russianess.}>
